Petropolis is a decayed Imperial town, summer resort of Dam
Pedro, overwhelmed and glorified by verdure. Green invades the
streets, the crevices between the cobblestones; covers the water of
the canals.
On the way to her house., Gabriela points out the pretty villa
where Stefan Zweig and his young wife took their lives. I have
never given much thought to Zweig, whom I did not know; nor
to his works of which I have read little. I have always put him in a
class of writers who are not artists. Gabriela says I am wrong about
Zweig. She names two of his books which she says are good;
Amok and Fouguet. I do not know them.
Gabriela is sure their decision to die came suddenly. Only a few
days before, they were discussing plans for the future.
" You came into them," she tells me. " They were excited when
they heard you were coming; you were Frau Zweig's favourite
American author. When I told them you were to spend two weeks
with me, they insisted that I must share you with them. One week
in my house, one in theirs."
Gabriela thinks they received a nocturnal visit from a Gestapo
agent; that Zweig prophetically felt the approach of war to
Brazil.
As I look out from the height of Gabriela's villa upon the immense
luxuriant valley^ down to distant Rio and the sea: the mountains
and the vales and the vast rocks unfolding like the petals of a cosmic
flower, I can reconstruct one possible cause for Zweig's death.
Zweig was a sensitive man, and tired. Did he look upon this glory,
and find it was outside him? find that fear and strain had exiled him,
even as he looked, from what his eye and his mind held? I can
Imagine such a day coming to me; in which song, and the laughter
and the touch of children, the loveliness of animals and flowers
tinder the sun, no longer heal me. On such a day, let me die also.
There have been articles, of late, comparing me to Zweig, to
Zweig's disadvantage. Because I still live and fight, and because he
died. I reject this praise. Again I say that I know nothing of Zweig's
life nor of his death. But when a man dies by his own hand, it is
because he cannot live! And of this terror, we, the living, all of us3
are guilty.
I spend my day's " vacation " at Gabriela's, writing my firsl
Argentine lecture.
Monday, again in Rio, Minister Temfstocles Graca Aranha come*
to tell me that Brazil invites me to return; I shall go where I wish
the map Is open I And I shall give three more lectures: two in Rio
one in Sao Paulo. We make tentative plans; Mato Grosso, Bahia
Peraambuco, the Amazon and the Sertao. I tell Graca Aranha ho~v
deeply I wish to return. If my engagements and time permit, I shal
let him know, before I leave Argentina.